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Lady, let's quit the place, it is the den Of villainy; fear nought, you have a guard: And he, ere long, shall meet his just reward. Volp. Fall on me, roof, and bury me in ruin! Become my grave that wert my shelter! O! I am unmask'd, unspirited, undone. Betrayed to beggary, to infamy -
ACT III, SCENE 8
MOSCA,   VOLPONE
Mos. Where shall I run, most wretched shame of men,
To beat out my unlucky brains ? Volp. Here, here.
What! dost thou bleed? Mos. Oh! that his weil-driv'n sword
Had been so courteous to have cleft me down
Unto the navel ere I lived to see
My life, my hopes, my spirits, my patron, all
Thus desperately engaged by my error. Volp. Woe on thy fortune. Mos. And my follies, sir. Volp. Thou hast made me miserable. Mos. And myself, sir.
Who would have thought he would have hearkened
so?
Volp. What shall we do? Mos. I know not; if my heart
Could expiate the mischance, I'd pluck it out.
Will you be pleased to hang me, or cut my throat?
And I '11 requite you, sir. Let *s die like Romans,
Since we have lived like Grecians.
\They knock without. Volp. Hark! Who's there?
I hear some footing, officers, the safH,
Come to apprehend us! I do feel the brand